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New  Lamb 


NEW  LAMB 

New  Lamb  stood  up  in  the  big  barn. 

He  wiggled  his  ears  because  he  heard  a  whispering  noise  in  his  ears. 

The  whispering  noise  was  sheep  breathing. 

It  was  hay  scratching. 

It  was  sheep  chewing. 

It  was  sheep  rubbing  their  backs  against  the  wood. 

New  Lamb  shivered. 
He  was  curly  and  wet. 
He  had  a  bend  in  his  tail. 
Suddenly  he  heard  a  big  baaa-a. 
It  sounded  deep  down. 
It  sounded  like  gargling. 
It  sounded  like  singing. 

New  Lamb  saw  the  fat  grown-up  sheep  in  the  corner. 
They  had  yellow  eyes. 

They  had  twisty  wool  with  hay  stuck  in  it. 
Their  tongues  lay  out  loose  and  they  looked  black. 
New  Lamb  saw   on   their   foreheads   they   had   pointy   horns 
sticking  through. 

New  Lamb  shivered  again. 

He  tried  to  cry  but  his  voice  was  too  little. 

He  lay  down  and  his  mother  went  to  eat  some  hay. 
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While  he  was  lying  down  a  grown-up  sheep  came  over  and  licked 

him  on  his  back  to  say  hello. 
Then  another  grown-up  sheep  came  over  and  licked  him  to  say 

hello  too. 
And  after  that  all  the  grown-up  sheep  came  to  say  hello,  but 

taking  turns,  because  too  many  sheep  would  be  too  much. 
They  were  glad  that  New  Lamb  was  born. 
New  Lamb  thought:  Being  alive  is  FUN. 
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My  Kitten  Likes  the  Snow 


MY    KITTEN    LIKES    THE    SNOW 

Snow  softly,  snow.  .  .  . 

I'll  hold  you  under  my  coat,  kitten. 

I'll  cover  you  with  my  coat,  kitten,  and  just  let  you 

peek  your  head  out. 
Your  nose  is  light  pink. 
Your  claws  are  all  pricked  out  of 

your  soft  toes  —  you  hold  on  tight  to  me. 
Your  eyes  are  wide  open  from  being  surprised 

about  the  snow. 

Snow  softly,  snow.   Fluff  down  on  us  —  fluff  lightly,  furry  snow, 

upon  my  furry  kitten. 
Come,  sailing  sky  of  flakes,  and  frost  my  face  with  your  nice 

coldness. 
O  snow,  fold  in  the  fields  with  feather  touch. 
Make  puffs  of  whiteness  on  the  trees — 
O  lovely  snow, 
Move  down  the  quiet  air 
And  be 

A  coverlet  for  grass  and  bush. 
Fall  on  us,  gentle  snow, 
My  kitten  likes  you. 
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The  warm  house  is  waiting  for  us. 
There  is  a  saucer  of  milk  for  my  kitten. 
There  is  a  fire  for  my  kitten  to  sleep  beside. 

My  kitten  is  lapping  up  his  milk. 

He  looks  crouched,  like  a  tiger. 

His  tail  is  straight  out.    His  eyes  are  closed. 

His  tongue  is  making  little  slaps  against  the  milk. 

His  whiskers  are  poking  in  the  milk. 

His  tongue  makes  soft  smacks.     It  laps  faster  and  faster. 

The  milk  is  gone.    My  kitten  humps  up  his  back. 

He  stretches  up  as  far  as  he  can. 

He  has  sprinkles  of  milk  on  his  whiskers. 


Lick  your  paw,  kitten. 
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You  need  to  lick  your  paw  and  wipe  your  milky  whiskers. 
Lick  your  paw,  kitten,  and  wash  your  whole  face. 

My  kitten  is  purring. 
First  he  purrs  in  little  rumbles. 
Then  he  purrs  in  strong  hard  rumbles. 
He  purrs  in  loud  grumbly  rumbles. 
He  is  walking  over  to  be  near  the  fire. 
He  wants  to  be  very  near  the  fire  while  he  is  sleeping. 
Now  he  is  turning  round  and  round  to  find  a  good  place. 
Now  he  is  lying  down  like  a  soft  ball. 
He  is  a  rolled-up,  furry  kitten. 

He  is  purring  so  loud  because  he  is  remembering  the  snow. 
He  is  remembering  how  the  white  soft  snow  came  fluffing  down. 
He  is  remembering  the  gentle  snow,  snowing  .  .  .  snowing  .  .  . 
snowing. 
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But  he  is  glad  he  is  not  sleeping  in  the  snow. 

This  place  beside  the  fire  is  much  better  for  sleeping. 

My  kitten  purrs  and  purrs. 

He  purrs  himself  to  sleep. 
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LAUGHING    COLT 


Nancy  came  to  a  field  with  a  fence  around  it. 

She  saw  a  colt  in  the  field. 

He  was  galloping  to  keep  warm. 

He  was  galloping  for  some  other  reasons,  too. 

He  was  galloping  because  he  liked  the  cold  air. 

He  thought  it  was  pretty  to  see  all  the  clouds  of  white  breath 

come  when  he  breathed  the  cold  air. 
He  liked  the  sun  even  though  it  was  too  far  away  to  make  any 

warmness.     It  could  only  shine. 
He  liked  the  places  on  the  ground  where  there  was  no  snow  left. 

There  was  just  brown  ground  that  made  a  clattery  noise 

when  you  galloped  on  it. 
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All  of  a  sudden  the  colt  came  galloping  over  to  the  fence  to  see 

Nancy. 
He  was  shiny  black. 

He  had  black  fur.    It  was  soft  and  thick  like  high  velvet. 
He  had  a  white  starry  place  on  his  forehead. 
He  had  black  straight  eyelashes. 
He  had  frizzly  black  hair  in  his  mane  and  in  his  tail.     His  tail 

was  short  and  fat. 

At  one  end  of  the  field  there  was  a  big  red  bull. 
He  was  eating  hay. 

At  the  other  end  of  the  field  there  was  a  big  horse. 
She  was  eating  stalks  of  corn. 
She  was  the  colt's  mother. 

All  of  a  sudden  the  colt  galloped  down  to  the  end  of  the  field 
where  his  mother  was  eating  stalks  of  corn. 
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He  put  his  ears  straight  back.     He  made  his  ears  lie  flat  down. 

He  kicked  his  heels  up  at  his  mother. 

He  tried  to  look  fierce. 

His  mother  saw  him  trying  to  look  fierce.    She  saw  he  was  only 

making  believe. 
Then  she  came  over  and  bit  his  back,  but  just  a  little  bite.     It 

was  only  a  make-believe  bite. 
Then  his  mother  made  her  ears  lie  flat  down  and  she  tried  to  look 

fierce  too. 
But  she  was  doing  it  only  for  a  joke. 


The  colt  galloped  as  fast  as  he  could  gallop  to  the  other  end  of 

the  field. 
His  hoofs  made  a  clickety  noise  on  the  ground. 
They  made  a  clattery  noise  too. 

zi 


•  - 


When  he  was  very  near  to  the  red  bull  who  was  eating  hay,  the 

colt  kicked  up  his  heels  at  the  bull. 
He  kicked  them  up  to  tease  the  bull. 
But  the  bull  went  on  eating  hay. 

He  knew  it  was  only  a  colt  making  believe  he  was  a  fierce  colt. 
He  knew  the  colt  was  just  fooling,  so  he  said  to  himself:  "Well, 

I  will  fool  that  colt.     I  will  not  even  stop  eating  my  hay. 

I  will  not  even  look  at  him." 


Pretty   soon   the  colt   came  galloping  over   to   the   fence   to  see 

Nancy  again. 
His  ears  were  pointing  frontwards. 
They  were  full  of  fur  inside. 
He  was  a  black,  black,  black  colt.    Just  the  starry  place  on  his 

forehead  was  white. 


He  had  thin  legs  like  straight  sticks. 

He  had  plain  little  hoofs.    They  were  shiny  and  they  were  plain 

all  the  way  round,  with  no  toes,  just  plain  hoofs. 
He  had  soft  lips  with  hairs  on  them. 
He  kept  his  soft  lips  a  little  bit  hanging  open. 
He  felt  things  with  his  lips. 
He  felt  the  fence. 
He  felt  Nancy's  hand. 

He  felt  the  handkerchief  that  was  sticking  out  of  Nancy's  pocket. 
He  kept  his  lips  holding  Nancy's  handkerchief. 
His  eyes  looked  laughing. 
The  colt  was  thinking  what  would  be  a  good  joke  to  do  for  this 

little  girl. 
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Philip  and  the  Puppies 


PHILIP    AND    THE    PUPPIES 

Outside  the  door  was  a  black  Scottie  dog.  He  was  scratching  on 
the  door  with  the  toenails  on  his  front  paws. 

He  was  scratching  on  the  door  because  he  wanted  to  go  in. 

He  wanted  to  go  in  and  see  his  babies. 

He  wanted  to  see  the  babies'  mother  too. 

Philip  said,  "I'm  sorry,  Scottie  dog,  you  have  to  stay  outside  the 
door.  Fathers  are  too  loud  and  strong  for  tiny  puppies. 
They  jump  around  too  much.  Just  mothers  know  how  to 
be  quiet.  Just  mothers  know  all  the  things  to  do  for 
puppies." 

Philip  opened  the  door. 

He  opened  the  door  a  crack  big  enough  for  a  boy  and  he  squeezed 
into  the  room. 

He  closed  the  door  again. 

Scottie  dog  went  on  making  scratches  on  the  door. 
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The  room  was  warm. 

An  iron  stove  with  wood  burning  inside  was  making  the  room 

warm. 
There  was  a  big  box  on  the  floor. 
The  box  had  a  brown  sack  covering  it  over. 
It  was  a  sack  that  used  to  be  for  potatoes. 
Philip  lifted  the  sack  away  from  the  box. 

In  the  box  was  a  black  Scottie  dog. 

She  was  the  mother. 

When  she  saw  Philip,  she  barked. 

She  jumped  out  of  the  box  and  came  running  over  to  Philip. 

She  was  afraid  some  one  had  come  to  take  her  puppies  away,  but 

all  the  time  she  knew  no  one  would  take  her  puppies. 
Philip  put  his  hand  into  the  box. 
He  felt  a  puppy  with  his  hand. 
The  mother  came  and  felt  the  puppy,  too. 
She  felt  it  with  her  nose.     Then  she  felt  Philip's  hand  with  her 

nose  to  be  sure  it  was  a  kind  hand. 
Then  she  walked  into  the  box  and  lay  down  beside  the  pile  of 

puppies. 
She  could  see  how  kind  and  gentle  Philip  was. 
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The  five  puppies  were  all  asleep. 

They  were  breathing  big  breaths. 

They  were  breathing  all  over. 

They   were    moving   all    their   whole   selves   for   every    time    of 

breathing. 
They  were  black  puppies  with  fat  tummies. 
They  were  black  and  smooth. 
They  had  smooth  black  puppy  skins  with  the  hairs  all  going  the 

same  way. 
The  puppies  had  round  faces. 

They  had  round  foreheads,  bumping  out  round  and  hard. 
All  the  puppies  were  sleeping. 
They  had  loose  skins,  not  tight  at  all. 
Philip  could  see  the  puppies  moving  under  their  skins. 


Outside  the  window  a  noise  came. 

It  was  the  hoofs  of  a  horse. 

It  was  a  horse  galloping  in  the  field  outside. 

The  mother  Scottie  jumped  out  of  the  box  and  ran  to  the  window. 

She  barked  and  barked. 

The  puppies  were  all  tumbled  out  of  their  pile. 

They  were  awake. 
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But  their  eyes  were  not  open. 

They  all  had  shut  eyes,  even  though  they  were  not  asleep. 

They  were  too  little  babies  to  have  open  eyes. 

The  puppies  made  soft  noises. 

They  made  little  high-up  squeaks. 

They  were  sniffing  to  find  their  mother. 

They  were  breathing  in  little  sniffs. 

They  were  hungry  for  milk. 

They  knew  that  Mother  Scottie  had  some  milk  for  them  to  drink. 

The  puppies  tried  to  look  for  their  mother  and  their  eyes  stayed 

shut. 
They  tried  to  walk,  but  their  legs  spread  flat  out.     They  were 

too  soft  for  standing  on. 
Their  tummies  touched  on  the  bottom  of  the  box. 
Their  heads  touched,  too. 
Sometimes   they   made   their  heads  come  up,   but   shaking   .    .    . 

shaking  .  .  .  because  it  was  too  hard  to  hold  them  still. 
Their  heads  made  blind  little  shakes  and  then  they  went  down 

again. 

Mother  Scottie  came  back  from  the  window  and  she  lay  on  her 

side  in  the  box. 
Her  ears  were  straight  up  in  points.   Her  eyes  were  shining  happy. 
The  puppies  sniffed  all  around  to  find  milk. 

They  were  looking  for  the  place  where  Mother  Scottie's  milk  is. 
They  were  squeaking  soft  squeaks  while  they  were  finding  the 

place. 
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The  five  puppies  were  drinking  milk  from  their  mother. 

Their  mother's  eyes  were  shining  happy. 

The  hair  on  her  coat  was  worn  out. 

It  was  brownish  black  and  not  smooth. 

Her  back  was  partly  bare  skin. 

She  was  bulged  out  in  fatness. 

Mother  Scottie  did  not  look  pretty  at  all. 

But  her  eyes  were  shining  happy. 

31 


Just  then  Father  Scottie  made  a  very  big  scratch  on  the  door. 

Just  then  the  horse  made  a  very  fast  gallop  past  the  window. 

Mother  Scottie  jumped  up  and  ran  to  the  window. 

She  barked  and  barked. 

Then  she  walked  over  to  the  door. 

Mother  Scottie  and   Father  Scottie  growled  something  to  each 

other  in  their  throats. 
Father  Scottie  was  saying,  "Please  come  out  for  a  walk  with  me. 

It  is  good  and  cold  outside  and  the  sun  is  shining." 
And   Mother   Scottie   was   saying,    "Oh,    thank   you,    but   no,    I 

could  not  think  of  such  a   thing  with  our  babies  only 

eight  days  old.    I  will  not  leave  them  even  a  minute,  but 

ask  me  again  next  week." 

The  puppies  are  all  turned  on  their  backs. 

They  are  trying  to  twist  themselves  back  again. 

They  are  looking  for  their  mother  with  their  shut  eyes. 

They  are  sniffing  to  find  the  smell  of  milk. 

Their  heads  are  shaking  and  their  legs  are  sliding  out  beside  their 

fat  tummies. 
They  are  squeaking  long  crying  squeaks. 

They  are  saying,  "Mother,  Mother  come  back,  we  are  hungry." 
They  are  saying,  "Oh  dear,  our  mother  thinks  of  so  many  things 

to  go  and  bark  at!" 
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BABY    PIGEON 

There  is  a  box  nailed  to  the  wall  of  the  barn. 

There  is  straw  in  the  box. 

A  white  egg  is  on  the  pushed-down  middle  part  of  the  straw. 

It  looks  smooth. 

Mother  and  Father  Pigeon  are  on  the  floor  eating  some  scattered- 

around  grain. 
They  pick  their  pink  beaks  hard  on  the  floor  so  they  can  peck 

up  the  grain. 
Their  pink  claw  feet  sound  clitter-clitter  when  they  walk  on 

the  wood  floor. 
Father  and  Mother  Pigeon  are  saying  soft  things  to  each  other. 
They  put  their  heads  near. 

They  make  rumbling  coos.    They  make  rolling  up  and  down  coos. 
They  puff  themselves  out  round  so  that  they  will  be  puffed  out 

and  beautiful  for  each  other  to  look  at. 
Pick-pick  clitter-clitter  coo-ooo  and  cooo-oo  and  coo-oo-oo  and 

cooo-oo. 
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Mother  Pigeon  flies  up  to  the  box. 

She  is  going  to  take  care  of  the  white  egg. 

She  slides  herself  in  on  top  of  the  egg. 

Her  feathers  are  fluffed  out. 

Mother  Pigeon  wobbles  while  she  slides  in  on  the  egg. 

She  rocks  herself  sideways. 

She  tries  to  move  her  soft  feathers  out  of  the  way  and  make  a 

place  for  the  egg  to  fit  in  touching  her  skin. 
She  wants  the  egg  to  be  touching  her  warm  pink  skin. 

Now  Mother  Pigeon  is  sitting  on  the  egg. 
She  is  holding  very  still. 

She  sits  up  high  because  the  egg  is  making  a  high  lump. 
Her  white  feathers  are  fluffed  out. 
Her  beak  is  white  pink, 

Her  eyes  have  a  red  shine  in  the  brownness. 
Her  tail  is  tipped  up. 
She  looks  quiet. 

She  is  feeling  the  warm  egg  touching  her  skin. 
Mother  Pigeon's  warmness  is  making  a  baby  pigeon  grow  inside 
the  warm  egg. 
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Nancy  has  come  into  the  barn  to  see  if  a  baby  pigeon  has  cracked 

out  of  the  egg  shell. 
Mother  Pigeon  is  sitting  high  on  the  nest. 
She  has  a  dark-red  shine  in  her  eyes. 
She  looks  proud. 

She  does  not  look  glad  to  see  Nancy. 
She  is  sitting  on  something  bigger  than  an  egg. 
She  is  puffed  up  very  round  as  if  she  were  puffed  up  with  air 

inside. 
When  Mother  Pigeon  breathes  her  feathers  squeak. 
They  make  a  creaking  rub  together. 

Mother  Pigeon  is  blowing  out  of  the  holes  in  her  pink  beak. 
She  is  spanking  up  and  down  with  her  strong  wings. 
Nancy  is  very  near.     Her  face  leans  down  near  the  straw  nest. 
Now  Mother  Pigeon  flies  away  from  the  box. 
Her  wings  whistle  when  they  fly. 
They  make  loud  squeaking  flaps. 

Mother  Pigeon  did  not  want  to  fly  away  and  leave  Baby  Pigeon 
with  nothing  covering  him. 
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Baby  Pigeon  is  lying  on  the  straw  nest  with  his  legs  folded  under. 

He  has  nothing  but  purple  skin  all  over. 

His  head  is  round  with  just  wrinkly  skin  covering  it  over. 

On  the  sides  of  his  head  he  has  black  bulged-out  spots  with  cut 
places  to  show  where  his  eyes  are  going  to  open. 

His  beak  is  big,  with  bumps  on  it. 

Baby  Pigeon  is  breathing  fast  breaths,  in  and  out. 

He  looks  floppy. 

He  looks  like  a  loose  bag  made  of  skin  that  has  something 
breathing  inside. 

His  skin  has  wrinkles. 

It  looks  purple. 

Baby  Pigeon's  legs  are  folded  underneath. 

His  wings  hang  out  sideways. 

They  have  no  feathers,  just  skin,  with  teeny  white  pricks  stick- 
ing out. 

Baby  Pigeon  breathes  fast  inside  his  purple  wrinkly-up  skin. 

His  head  is  lying  down  on  his  own  back. 

His  neck  is  not  strong  enough  to  hold  up  his  head. 

He  looks  tired. 

He  looks  old. 

He  cannot  open  his  eyes. 

He  cannot  flap  his  skin  wings. 

He  cannot  stand  on  his  pink  legs. 

He  cannot  lift  up  his  head  because  it  is  too  hard  work  for  his 
wrinkly  neck. 
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Mother  Pigeon  comes  flying  over   to  the  box  nest. 

She  has  food  in  her  beak. 

Baby  Pigeon  can  do  something. 

He  can  open  his  bumpy  beak. 

He  can  take  the  food  out  of  Mother  Pigeon's  beak. 

Baby  Pigeon  can  swallow. 

He  is  swallowing  the  food  down  into  his  floppy  loose  self. 

Mother  Pigeon  flies  away. 

Her  tail  makes  a  fan  when  she  flies. 

She  is  glad  that  Bab}'  Pigeon  is  not  a  strong  big  pigeon  that  can 

do  everything. 
Mother  Pigeon  is  glad  that  Baby  Pigeon  can  only  do  a  few  things. 
He  can  only  breathe  and  open  his  beak  and  swallow. 
She  is  glad  that  Baby  Pigeon  needs  to  have  a  mother  taking  care 

of  him. 
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Ten  Baby  Pigs 
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TEN    BABY     PIGS 

It  is  springtime. 

Last  night  it  rained  a  springtime  rain. 

Rain  that  rained  last  night,  you  made  good  things  happen. 

O   thousand    and   thousand    tapping    rain,    you    have    made    the 

branches  shiny  wet  and  black. 
You  have  made  the  ground  bouncy  with  water  in  it. 
You  have  made  brown  mud. 
You  have  made  the  tips  of  grass  poke  up   the  color  of  young 

green. 

The  springtime  sun  is  in  the  sky. 
It  burns  like  shining  fire. 
Some  white  thin  clouds  are  in  the  blue  sky. 

The   springtime   wind   has   blown   them   through   and  stretched 
them  thin  white. 

Sing  your  whistling  songs,  birds. 

Shine  on  everything,  gold  hot  sun. 

Branches,  you  have  curls  of  sticky  leaves  coming  new  on  your 

ends. 
They  are  the  color  of  young  green. 
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The  air  is  bright  for  eyes  to  look  at.  ]  ym  i/y 

It  is  quick  air  for  breathing.  "S  ^,'«f 

Wind,  blow  soft  through  the  sunshiny  air 

Sing,  birds. 

Grow,  everything. 

This  is  a  springtime  morning. 

We  can  see  it  is  springtime  by  something  else,  too. 

Mother  Pig  is  lying  down  on  a  hay  bed. 

She  feels  warm  with  the  springtime  sun  warming  her. 

Mother  Pig  spreads  out  over  the  whole  hay  bed. 

She  is  nothing  but  loose  fatness. 

She  looks  as  if  she  had  no  bones  inside,  just  fatness. 

Mother  Pig  has  stiff  hair. 

She  has  strong  hair  like  a  brush. 

Mother  Pig  is  making  grunts. 

She  is  making  deep  rolling  grunts. 

It  sounds  like  a  drum. 

It  sounds  like  having  a  cold. 

Mother  Pig  shakes  her  whole  self  of  fatness  when  she  grunts. 

Right  beside  Mother  Pig  on  the  hay  bed  there  are  ten  baby  pigs. 

They  have  straight  tails. 

They   are   thin   baby   pigs,   with   wrinkles   striping   round   their 

tummies. 
They  have  flat  noses  the  color  of  plain  skin. 
Their  noses  are  made  of  plain  skin,  no  hair  growing,  just  skin. 
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Four  little  pigs  are  lying  in  a  pile  on  the  hay. 

They  are  breathing  through  the  holes  in  their  flat  noses. 

It  sounds  windy  when  they  breathe. 

One  baby  pig  is  feeling  around  with  his  flat  skin  nose. 
He  is  pushing  his  nose  on  the  soft  fatness  of  his  mother. 
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Three  baby  pigs  are  walking  on  the  hay. 

They  are  one-day  old  baby  pigs  but  they  are  good  at  walking. 

They  have  open  eyes.     Their  ears  are  flapping  over  frontwards. 

They  have  short  hair,  bristling  out. 

It  is  the  color  of  brown  and  white  spots. 

All  the  little  pigs  are  spotted  with  nothing  but  spots. 

The  walking  baby  pigs  are  making  squeaks. 

It  does  not  sound  like  alive  squeaks,  it  sounds  like  the  squeaks 

inside  a  stuffed  teddy-bear. 
It    sounds    like    choked    up    squeaks    with    something    wrapped 

around  so  you  can  hardly  hear. 

One  baby  pig  is  drinking  milk  from  his  mother. 
He  is  sucking  milk. 

Now  he  is  not  such  a  thin  wrinkled  baby  pig. 
Now  he  is  rounded  out  with  warm  milk. 

But  one  baby  pig  is  looking  away  from  his  fat  mother. 
He  is  looking  away  from  his  brother  and  his  sister  pigs. 
He  is  looking  at  some  one. 

Some  one  is  coming  to  see  Mother  Pig  and  her  babies. 
It  is  Father  Pig. 
Father  Pig  looks  very  fierce. 
He  has  an  angry  face. 
Father  Pig  does  not  feel  angry. 

He  feels  pleased  to  see  Mother  Pig  and  the  ten  babies. 
But  Father  Pig  does  not  know  how  to  change  his  face  and  make 
it  look  pleased. 
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Father  Pig  has  mud  over  his  whole  self. 

He  has  pricky  hairs,  like  pins,  scratching  out  through  the  mud. 

He  is  bigger  than  Mother  Pig,  but  not  shaking  fat. 

He  has  hard  fat  all  over  —  it  is  tight  fat  inside  his  skin. 

Father  Pig  is  heavy. 

Father  Pig  almost  drags  on  the  ground  when  he  walks. 

He  looks  at  Mother  Pig  and  her  babies. 

He  snores  in  and  out  with  his  breath. 

He  snuffles  the  springtime  air  up  into  his  muddy  nose. 

He  breathes  like  angry  growling. 

Baby  Pig  can  not  stop  looking  at  Father  Pig's  yellow  two  teeth. 

Father  Pig  has   two  long  sticking-up   teeth  coming  out  of  his 

mouth  on  two  sides. 
They  are  pointing  up. 
They  are  yellow,  with  sharp  digging  ends. 

Now  Father  Pig  is  making  a  loud  roaring  grunt.  He  turns  him- 
self around  and  walks  away. 

He  walks  away,  but  slowly,  because  he  is  almost  too  heavy  for 
walking. 

Baby  Pig  is  thinking:   "I  wonder  if  that  pig  was  my  father!" 

Baby  Pig  is  thinking:  "O,  I  hope  that  wonderful  great  big  pig 
was  my  father!" 

Mother  Pig  is  sleeping  beside  her  babies  on  the  hay  bed. 
The  springtime  sun  is  shining  on  them  all. 
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Baby  Goat 


BABY     GOAT 

Father  was  sitting  on  the  porch.     He  was  reading  a  book. 

All  of  a  sudden  Baby  Goat  came  walking  up  the  steps  and  she 

came  right  up  on  the  porch  with  Father. 
Father  thought:  "Baby  Goat  is  a  dear  baby  goat;  I  will  let  her 

stay  on  the  porch." 
Baby  Goat  looked  at  everything  on  the  porch. 
She  looked  out  of  her  yellow  eyes. 
She  saw  a  table  and  she  saw  some  chairs  and  she  saw  a  basket  with 

wood  in  it  and  she  saw  a  pair  of  gloves  on  the  table  and 

she  saw  a  letter. 
The  letter  was  on  a  rocking  chair. 
"Maa-aa-a-a,"  said  Baby  Goat. 

Her  voice  sounded  far  away.     It  sounded  shivery. 
It  kept  stopping  and  then  it  kept  going  on  again. 
Baby  Goat  had  long  brown  ears,  hanging  way  down. 
They  flopped  around  when  she  shook  her  head. 
They  looked  like  brown  pieces  of  leather. 
They  looked  as  if  some  one  had  cut  out  some  brown  pieces  of 

leather  in  the  shape  of  goat's  ears. 
Baby  Goat  had  dark  brown  hair  all  over. 
Father  could  see  the  hair  was  coming  out  of  white  skin. 
She  had  a  black  tight  nose. 
She  had  black  dry  lips. 

She  had  a  bottom  lip  that  came  further  out  than  her  top  lip. 
She  had  a  short  tail  like  a  curled-up  fan. 
She  wagged  her  tail  sideways. 
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The  minute  Baby  Goat  came  up  on  the  porch  she  began  to  do 

what  baby  goats  do  all  day  long. 
She  began  to  look  for  things  to  eat. 
First  she  walked  over  to  the  broom.     It  was  leaning  against  the 

wall. 
She  began  eating  the  broom. 
After  she  had  eaten   the   broom   for  quite   a  long   time   Father 

stood  up  from  reading  his  book  and  he  said 
"No,  no,  Baby  Goat,  you  mustn't  eat  brooms,"  and  he  shooed  her 

away. 
Then  Baby  Goat  made  a  quick  jump  and  she  jumped  right  up  on 

the  table  where  the  gloves  were. 
She  began  to  eat  the  gloves. 
She  ate  one  finger  out  of  each  glove. 
She  chewed  sideways. 
All  the  time  she  was  chewing  she  was  looking  out  of  her  yellow 

eyes  to  see  what  would  be  the  best  thing  to  eat  next. 

47 


m 


After  a  while  Father  stood  up  from  reading  his  book  and  he 

said 
"No,  no,  no,  Baby  Goat,  you  mustn't  eat  gloves!"  and  he  shooed 

her  off  the  table. 
Then  Baby  Goat  went  over  to  the  basket  of  wood. 
First  she  ate  a  thin  piece  of  wood  with  splinters  sticking  out. 
She  chewed  sideways.     She  wagged  her  tail  sideways. 
Then  she  began  to  eat  the  basket.     She  ate  the  basket  and  ate 

the  basket. 
After  a  while  Father  stood  up  from  reading  his  book  and  he  said 
"No,  no,  no,  no,  Baby  Goat,  you  mustn't  eat  a  basket!"  and  he 

shooed  her  away. 
Then  Baby  Goat  jumped  up  on  the  rocking  chair  that  had  the 

letter. 
The  rocking  chair  rocked  but  Baby  Goat  did  not  fall  off. 
She  wagged  her  tail  sideways. 
She  began  to  eat  the  letter. 
She  ate  the  letter  all  up. 
Then  all  of  a  sudden  Father  stood  up  from  reading  his  book  and 

he  said: 


"No,  no,  no,  no,  no,  Baby  Goat,  you  must  get  down  off  that 
rocking  chair  and  you  must  go  right  down  off  the  porch 
— you  have  eaten  a  broom  and  you  have  eaten  some 
gloves  and  you  have  eaten  a  piece  of  wood  and  you  have 
eaten  a  basket  and  you  have  eaten  a  letter  and  now  you 
had  better  go  right  down  off  the  porch!" 


So  Father  shooed  Baby  Goat  right  down  off  the  porch. 
She  said,  "Maa-aa-a-a." 
She  jumped  up  in  the  air. 
She  kicked  her  legs  out  sideways. 
She  wagged  her  fan  tail  sideways. 
She  danced  a  jumping  dance. 

She  ran  away  with  her  ears  flapping  and  her  tail  wagging. 
She  kept  jumping  up  in  the  air  and  she  kept  kicking  sideways. 
Baby  Goat  felt  happy.     She  ran   jumping  and  she  ran  kicking 
down  the  path  to  look  for  more  good  things  to  eat. 


Six  Baby  Rabbits 


SIX    BABY    RABBITS 


Ken  said:   "Mother  Rabbit,  I  have   brought  you  all   the  things 

you  like  to  eat." 
Ken  put  three  things  in  a  row  in  front  of  white  Mother  Rabbit. 
He  said:  "Here  is  some  hay  and  here  are  some  oats  and  here  is 

a  big  carrot  for  dessert." 
Mother  Rabbit  made  her  long  ears  stand  up. 
She  made  her  nose  wiggle. 
Her  pink  eyes  looked  at  the  yellow  carrot. 
Mother  Rabbit  began  to  eat  the  yellow  carrot. 
She  did  not  mind  eating  dessert  first. 
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Ken  said:  "Mother  Rabbit,  while  you  are  eating  I  will  look  at 
your  babies.  You  are  a  lucky  Mother  Rabbit  to  have 
six  babies." 

Right  beside  Mother  Rabbit  was  a  nest. 

It  looked  like  puffs  of  cotton. 

It  looked  like  fluffs  of  white  wool. 

The  nest  was  made  out  of  fluffs  of  Mother  Rabbit's  white  fur. 

Mother  Rabbit  had  pulled  out  some  of  her  own  soft  fur  to  make 

a  nest  for  her  babies. 
She  had  pulled  it  out  with  her  teeth. 
Mother  Rabbit  had  plenty  of  fur  left  for  herself,  too. 

Ken  put  his  face  near  the  soft  nest. 
He  moved  the  top  puffs  of  fur  away  with  his  hand. 
Then  he  saw  six  little  rabbit  tails. 
They  looked  like  upside-down  tails. 
He  saw  six  little  rabbit  backs. 
They  were  all  fitted  together  in  a  round  bunch. 
Ken  could  not  see  any  little  rabbit  heads  because  they  were  all 
hiding  their  heads. 
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Ken  picked  up  one  baby  white  rabbit  in  his  hand. 

It  was  a  strong  baby  rabbit. 

The  baby  rabbit  twisted  himself  in  quick  twists. 

He  bent  his  back  around  in  a  curve  and  tried  to  get  down  in  his 

nest  again. 
He  made  his  little  paws  paw  round  and  round  in  the  air. 
It  looked  like  running  in  the  air. 
Ken  said:  "Poor  baby  rabbit,  you  can  go  down  in  your  nest  again 

with  the  other  babies." 
He  put  the  baby  rabbit  down  in  the  nest. 

All  the  baby  rabbits  were  awake. 

Their  eyes  were  open. 

Their  ears  were  wide  apart. 

They  were  standing-up  ears. 

Their  ears  were  made  of  thin  skin,  but  they  were  standing  stiff 

up. 
All  the  little  rabbits  were  wiggling  their  noses. 
They  were  crawling  on  top  of  each  other. 
They  were  wiggling  their  noses  to  see  what  they  could  find. 


Pretty  soon  all  the  little  rabbits  stopped  wiggling  their  noses. 

They  stopped  keeping  their  ears  standing  up. 

They  made  their  ears  lie  down. 

Their  ears  were  tight  together  and  lying  flat  down. 

All  the  little  rabbits  began  to  try  to  hide  their  heads. 

They  tried  to  put  their  heads  underneath  the  pile  of  each  other. 

They  pushed  their  heads  down. 

They  squeezed  their  heads  underneath  the  soft  baby  rabbit  fur. 

Soon  they  were  all  fitted  together  in  a  round  bunch. 

Ken  could  just  see  six  little  rabbit  backs. 

He  could  see  six  upside-down  rabbit  tails. 

Ken  put  back  the  top  puffs  of  fur  on  the  nest. 

Now  the  little  rabbits  were  all  covered  up. 

Ken  could  only  see  a  nest. 

It  looked  like  puffs  of  cotton. 

It  looked  like  fluffs  of  white  wool. 
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Mother  Rabbit  had  eaten  the  carrot  all  up. 

She  had  eaten  the  oats  all  up. 

Now  she  was  eating  the  hay. 

She  was  thinking:  "Hay  is  not  very  good  for  a  dessert.     I  wish 

I  had  kept  that  nice  yellow  carrot  for  my  dessert.    I  wish 

I  had  not  eaten  that  nice  yellow  carrot  up  so  quickly." 
Ken  said:   "Mother  Rabbit,  I  can  see  by  looking  in  your  pink 

eyes  that  you  would  like  a  surprise.     I  have  a  surprise 

for  you  in  my  pocket." 
Ken  took  the  surprise  out  of  his  pocket  and  gave  it  to  Mother 

Rabbit. 
It  was  another  carrot. 
Mother  Rabbit  wiggled  her  nose  to  say,  "Thank  you,  Ken." 
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Three  Little  Calves 


THREE     LITTLE     CALVES 

Philip  went  into  the  barn  where  the  cows  live. 

He  went  into  a  stall  that  was  way  down  at  the  end  of  the  barn. 

There  were  three  calves  in  the  stall. 

They  were  yellow  calves. 

They  looked  at  Philip.    Their  eyes  were  brown  and  not  smiling. 

There  was  yellow  straw  on  the  floor. 

There  was  a  smell  like  ammonia  that  you  wash  brushes  with. 

The  calves  stood  together  over  in  a  corner. 

They  liked  to  be  always  touching  each  other  so  as  not  to  be  lonely. 

They  had  wet  noses. 

Their  noses  looked  like  cold  noses,  but  they  were  not  cold  noses. 

They  were  wet  warm  noses. 

The  calves  kept  putting  out   their  black   tongues  and   sticking 

them  into  their  wet  warm  noses. 
They  stuck  their  tongues  way  up  in  their  own  noses. 

The  calves  had  no  horns  yet. 

But  soon  some  horns  were  going  to  come  out. 

Philip  could  feel  some  hard  lumps  on  their  heads. 

They  were  as  hard  as  stones. 

Soon  they  would  grow  out  and  sharpen  into  horns. 

The  calves  were  thin. 

Philip  could  see  what  a  big  bone  they  had  all  the  way  along  in 

their  backs. 
The  sides  of  their  tummies  went  in,  like  holes. 
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One  calf  was  very  glad  to  see  Philip. 

He  thoughi  ;t  was  nice  to  have  a  friend  come  into  the  stall. 

He  came  and  breathed  in  Philip's  ear. 

He  tried  to  eat  Philip's  coat. 

He  took  Philip's  fingers  in  his  mouth  and  began  to  suck  them. 

The  calf's  tongue  was  scratchy. 

Suck  —  suck  —  suck. 

It  was  a  fast  sucking. 

Suck  —  suck  —  suck. 

It  was  tickly. 

It  was  a  hard  sucking.    Suck  —  suck  —  suck  —  suck  —  suck. 

Philip  could  feel  the  top  of  the  calf's  mouth. 

It  had  rows  of  lines  across  it. 

Philip  could  feel  the  calf's  bottom  teeth. 

He  could  feel  something  funny. 

He  could  feel  that  the  calf  had  no  top  teeth.    There  was  nothing 

but  a  gum  on  the  top. 
The  top  gum  was  hard. 
It  hurt  Philip's  hand  it  was  so  hard. 
Suck  —  suck  —  suck. 
It  hurt. 

But  it  did  not  hurt  Philip  too  much. 
It  was  a  nice  hurt. 
Philip  had  a  hard  time  getting  his  hand  out  again.    The  sucking 

was  almost  too  strong  for  Philip  to  take  his  hand  out. 
When  his  hand  came  out,  it  was  sticky. 

It  was  dripping  with  stickiness   from  the  calf's  sticky  mouth. 
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The  calves  had  curly  fur  on  the  top  of  their  heads. 

Everything  else  was  straight  fur,  but  very  soft. 

They  had  little  hairs  growing  all  around  their  noses  and  under 

their  chins. 
The  calves  had  plenty  of  hairs  in  their  eyelashes,  but  they  had 

only  a  few  hairs  in  their  eyebrows. 
Their  eyebrow  hairs  were  long  and  mixed  up  with  each  other. 
They  needed  to  be  combed. 

The  calves  went  over  to  the  corner  and  began  to  chew  hay. 
They  could  just  take  one  piece  of  hay  in  their  mouths. 
They  were  not  very  good  at  chewing  hay. 
They  did  not  know  how  to  swallow  the  hay  at  all. 
After  a  little  while  of  trying  to  eat  the  pieces  of  hay  they  let 
them  drop  out  of  their  mouths  and  stay  on  the  floor. 
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The  calves  stood  together  in  a  corner. 

They  began  sucking  each  other's  ears  because  they  were  so  hungry. 

One  calf  made  a  little  raoo-o. 

Then  the  other  calves  mooed  too. 

They   were  begging  for   their  supper. 

They  were  begging  for  their  supper  pail  of  milk  to  come. 

Philip  had  to  go  home  to  his  own  supper. 

So  he  said,   "Good-by,  calves,  I'm  sure  your  pail  of  milk   will 

come  soon  now." 
The  calves  went  on  sucking  each  other's  ears. 
Their  eyes  looked  gentle. 
They  looked  brown  and  not  smiling. 
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Black  Baby  Chick 
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BLACK     BABY     CHICK 

Mother  Hen  was  sitting  under  a  bush  so  the  hot  sun  could  not 

make  her  feathers  too  hot. 
She  had  red  feathers. 
Mother  Hen's  red  feathers  looked  shiny  even  without  the  sun 

shining  on  them. 
Mother  Hen's  beak  was  a  little  crack  open. 
Her  comb  was  tippling  over  on  one  side. 
It  was  a  shrivelly  red  comb,  like  a  drying-up  apple. 
Mother  Hen  was  clucking  in  her  throat. 
It  was  a  fast  cluck.     It  was  a  fast,  ticking  cluck. 
Her  feathers  were  ruffed  out  —  they  were  fluffed  out  by  the 

wind  blowing. 
Ken  sat  down  on  the  grass  beside  Mother  Hen. 
He  said,  "Mother  Hen,  you  have  nine  baby  chicks.     Where  are 

all  your  nine  baby  chicks,  Mother  Hen?" 
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Ken  could  see  some  baby  claw  feet  poking  out  from  Mother  Hen's 

underneath  feathers. 
Seven  of  Mother  Hen's  chicks  were  standing  with  their  heads 

hiding  up  into  Mother  Hen's  warm  underneath  feathers. 
Their  feet  stood  still. 

It  was  dark  inside  Mother  Hen's  feathers. 
The  baby  chicks  liked  to  be  inside  the  dark  feathers. 

Two  baby  chicks  were  trying  to  run  through  the  green  grass. 
One  was  a  black  baby  chick.    One  was  a  yellow  baby  chick. 
They  ran  between  the  grass. 
They  squeezed  past  the  stiff  springtime  grass. 
They  pushed  a  place  through  the  strong  grass. 
They  peeped  tiny  peeps. 

They    peeped    tiny    sharp    peep-peeps.       Peep    peep    peep    peep 
peep  peep  peep  peep. 
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Yesterday  all  Mother  Hen's  baby  chicks  were  nothing  but  eggs. 

They  were  eggs  with  baby  chicks  inside. 

Now  they  were  running  around  baby  chicks,  with  eyes  bright 
open  for  looking  at  everything  and  quick  legs  for  run- 
ning. 

They  were  soft  balls  of  baby  chickens  with  new  feather  fluff 
rounding  out  soft  all  over  and  pink  claw  feet  running 
underneath. 

Mother  Hen  clucked  slow  clucks. 

Her  tail  jumped  every  time  a  cluck  came  in  her  throat. 
The  two  running  baby  chicks  were  tired. 
They  stopped  peeping. 

They  stopped  trying  to  run  between  the  stiff  grass. 
The  sun  came  hot  on  Mother  Hen's  feather-ball  chicks. 
They  let  their  eyes  close  down. 
Baby  chicks  were  fast  asleep. 
Their  legs  began  to  sit  down. 

Their  legs  almost  let  baby  chicks  wobble  over  backward. 
Baby  chicks  opened  their  eyes.    They  could  not  sleep  with  them- 
selves wobbling  so  much. 
They  began  to  run  through  the  green  grass. 
They  began  to  peep. 
Mother  Hen  blinked  her  eyes. 
She  had  a  black  middle  part  of  her  eyes. 
She  had  a  yellow  edge  part  of  her  eyes. 
She  clucked  fast  ticking  clucks. 

66 


V-  \ 


V 


Now  the  two  running  baby  chicks  are  running  right  up  beside 

Mother  Hen. 
They  are  trying  to  climb  up  on  Mother  Hen's  back. 
Mother  Hen's  red  feathers  are  slippery  for  climbing  on. 
They  are  too  smooth  for  claws  to  hold  on  to. 
Black  Baby  Chick  tried  and  tried  and  tried. 
He  came  sliding  down  and  he  came  sliding  down  and  he  came 

sliding  down. 
But  he  tried  one  time  more  every  time. 
Yellow  Baby  Chick  said  "Peep  peep  peep.      Mother  Hen  has 

much  too  slippery  feathers  to  climb  up  on." 
Then  he  ran  in  underneath  Mother  Hen. 
Now  there  were  eight  baby  chicks  standing  with  their  heads  up 

inside  Mother  Hen's  dark  underneath   feathers. 
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Black  Baby  Chick  kept  on  trying  to  climb  up  on  Mother  Hen's 

slippery  back. 
He  flapped  with  his  stub  wings. 
He  ran  climbing  up  with  his  baby  claw  feet. 
Black  Baby  Chick  ran  flapping  up  on  to  Mother  Hen's  feather 

back. 
Mother  Hen's  black  fluff-ball  chick  sat  on  her  back. 
"Cluck   cluck,"   said   Mother  Hen,   but   she  did  not   jump   her 

tail  up. 
She  did  not  want  to  slide  Black  Baby  Chick  off. 
She  thought  maybe  it  would  be  better  to  sit  still  and  not  even 

cluck  at  all. 
Mother  Hen  kept  herself  from  making  any  clucks. 

She  sat  still. 
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Baby  Susan 


BABY    SUSAN 

Baby  Susan  was  lying  in  her  basket. 

She  was  crying. 

Her  mouth  was  open  almost  as  big  as  her  whole  face. 

Inside  her  mouth  it  looked  empty. 

It  looked  dark  pink  and  slippery. 

No  one  could  see  down  into  her  throat  because  she  was  keep- 
ing her  tongue  in  the  way. 

She  was  keeping  it  shaped  like  a  flat  lump. 

It  was  a  strong  tongue.  Baby  Susan  was  keeping  it  pushed  up 
against  the  top  of  her  mouth. 

She  could  scream  better  with  her  tongue  pushing. 


Baby  Susan  was  crying  in  separate  screams. 

The  screams  sounded   dry.      They  sounded   choking   and   hard. 

They  sounded  angry. 
Baby  Susan's  hands  and  legs  were  stretched  down  stiff  in  a  long 

kick. 
Her  eyes  were  shut,  with  no  tears  squeezing  out. 
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Baby  Susan  was  too  angry  to  have  any  tears. 

Her  face  was  bursting  red. 

It  was  the  color  of  red  with  a  little  blue  mixed  in. 

At  the  end  of  every  scream  she  stopped  breathing. 

She  tried  to  keep  from  breathing  as  long  as  she  could. 

Then  she  made  another  scream. 

She  tried  to  be  the  loudest  screamer  in  the  whole  world. 

She  wanted  to  be  picked  up. 

She  wanted  to  have  a  nice  warm  bath. 

She  wanted  her  breakfast. 

Now  Baby  Susan's  Mother  leaned  over  the  basket. 

She  picked  Baby  Susan  up. 

Baby  Susan's  face  was  hiding  in  her  mother's  neck. 

Her  head  nodded  into  her  mother's  neck. 

Baby  Susan  was  not  stiff  any  more.     She  was  soft.     She  let  her 

arms  hang  down. 
She  was  humped  into  a  bundle  inside  the  pink  shawl. 
She   was   breathing   fast   little   breaths.      She   was   making   little 

sobs  because  she  was  sorry  for  herself  to  have  to  wait 

so  long  to  be  picked  up. 
Her  mother  patted  her  back.    Pat  .  .  .  pat  .  .  .  pat  .  .  .  pat  .  .  . 

pat. 
Now  Baby  Susan  was  quiet.     She  breathed  a  big  breath  with  a 

tremble  at  the  end. 

Then  Baby  Susan's  mother  sat  down. 
Baby  Susan  sat  cuddled  on  her  mother's  lap. 
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She  knew  she  was  going  to  have  orange  juice. 

She  saw  in  her  mother's  hand  there  was  a  cup  with  orange  juice 

in  it. 
She  saw  her  mother  put  a  spoon  in  the  cup  and  she  felt  the  spoon 

come  on  her  lips. 
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She  felt  the  cold  orange  juice  running  into  her  mouth. 

She  tasted  the  sour  good  orange  juice. 

Baby  Susan  smacked  with  her  lips. 

She  made  her  tongue  move  around,  but  not  helping  the  way  a 

tongue  ought  to  help. 
It  just  waggled. 
It  felt  all  around. 

Baby  Susan  made  it  into  a  long  tongue  with  a  curled  tip  on  it. 
Some  of   the  orange   juice  came   running  out   of   Baby   Susan's 

mouth  in  the  corners. 
She  did  not  know  how  to  close  her  mouth  and  keep  the  orange 

juice  in. 
She  just  left  her  mouth  open. 

But  some  of  the  orange  juice  went  down  her   throat. 
Baby  Susan  smacked  and  clucked  and  swallowed. 
She  was  pleased. 
She  thought,  "I  eat  orange  juice  nicely.    Mother  must  be  proud 

about  it." 

Now  Baby  Susan  lay  on  the  table  with  nothing  on  but  her  pink 
skin. 

Her  eyes  looked  big. 

They  looked  laughing. 

Her  hair  stuck  out  straight,  but  fuzzy-soft  and  short. 

The  top  part  of  Baby  Susan's  head  had  a  place  that  moved.  It 
looked  soft.  It  moved  in  and  out  with  soft  flutters.  It 
was   something   like   fluttering,   but   keeping  time. 
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Mother  made  a  rolled  up  piece  of  cotton  with  her  hands. 

Mother's  hands  were  slow.     They  were  quiet  hands. 

She  twisted  the  rolled-up  piece  of  cotton  inside  the  teeny  holes 

of  Baby  Susan's  teeny  nose. 
Baby  Susan  thought,  "Oh  dear,  how  tickly  it  is  to  clean  noses." 
She  squinted  her  eyes  shut  and  shivered  to  take  away  the  tickle. 
Mother  cleaned  in  Baby  Susan's  ears  with  cotton,   too. 
Baby   Susan's   blue   eyes   looked    everywhere   her    mother's    face 

went. 
Baby  Susan  smiled  with  her  eyes. 
She  tried  to  smile  with  her  mouth,  too. 
She  could  not  make  her  mouth  turn  at  the  right  places. 
It  turned  partly  up  and  partly  down. 
Mother  knew  it  was  a  smile  anyhow. 
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Mother  made  Baby  Susan  all  soapy  with  rubbing  a  soapy  cloth 

on  her  pink  skin. 
She  soaped  all  over  Baby  Susan's  black  hair,  too. 
It  stuck  down  tight. 

Then  she  put  her  hand  under  Baby  Susan's  head. 
She  closed  her  fingers   of   the  other   hand   round   Baby  Susan's 

feet  and  she  lifted  her  up,  up,  and  down,  down,  down 

into  the  warm  water. 

Baby  Susan  lay  in  the  warm  water. 

Her  head  kept  up  by  having  her  mother's  hand  underneath. 
Her  eyes  looked  the  shape  of  roundness.    They  were  open  so  big. 
They    were    round    open    because    Baby    Susan    was    wondering 

something. 
She  was  wondering  if  it  would  be  all  right  to  kick  with  her  legs. 
She  did  kick  with  her  legs. 
Splash  went  the  warm  water. 

The  water  jumped  up  and  made  waves.    It  made  bubbly  waves. 
Such  smooth  wet  water!    It  felt  easy  to  kick. 
But   you   have   to   have   your   mother's   hand   under   your   head 

because  there  is  nothing  to  hold  on  to. 
Baby  Susan  saw  that  it  was  all  right  to  kick  because  her  Mother's 

hand  was  so  safe  and  strong. 
Splash  went  the  warm  water. 
Splash  went  the  bubbly  waves. 
Baby  Susan  kicked  and  kicked. 
She  thought,  "Oh,  I  would  like  to  keep  on  kicking  and  never 

stop." 
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She  thought,  "Kicking  water  is  the  best  thing  I  know." 


Mother  dried  Baby  Susan  with  a  towel. 

Baby  Susan  lay  on  her  back  on  the  table. 

She  made  little  coos,  like  pigeons  talking. 

She  made  little  singing  noises,  like  high-up  music. 
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Mother  turned  Baby  Susan  over  on  her  tummy. 

Baby  Susan's  skin  looked  pink. 

It  fitted  tight  all  over. 

Baby  Susan  lay  on   her   tummy.      Her  hands  were  spread  out. 

Her  head  was  stretched  up  to  look  around. 

Her  skin  was  fitting  so  tight  that  it  dimpled  in  when  she  put 

her  head  way  up. 
Her  hair  was  dry.     It  smelled  of  a  sweet  smell. 
Mother  sprinkled  powder  on  Baby  Susan's  dimpled-in  back. 
She  rubbed  Baby  Susan's  powdery  back  with  her  slow  hands. 
She  rubbed  up  and  down  with  her  quiet  hands. 
Soon  Baby  Susan's  pink  skin  looked  furry  white  with  powder. 

Baby  Susan  lay  on  the  table  and  cried. 

She  was  hungry. 

She  wanted  to  eat  her  breakfast. 

She  did  not  like  putting  on  her  clothes. 

Her  mother  pulled  the  clothes  up  over  Baby  Susan's  feet. 

Soon  Baby  Susan  had  two  shirts  on  and  she  had  a  petticoat  and 

she  had  a  dress  and  she  had  a  pink  sweater  and  she  was 

rolled  up  in  a  pink  woolly  shawl. 
Then  Baby  Susan  stopped  crying  and  looked  happy  because  she 

knew  she  was  all  ready  for  breakfast. 
She  lay  very  quiet. 
She  looked  new  clean  and  pink. 
She  smelled  of  a  sweet  smell. 
She  smelled  like  a  clean  pink  baby. 
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Mother   leaned  herself  down   over  Baby   Susan. 

She  kissed  a  soft  kiss  on  Baby  Susan's  hand. 

She  kissed  another  soft  kiss  on  Baby  Susan's  other  hand. 

Mother  said,  "Now  you  shall  have  your  breakfast." 

But  Baby  Susan  was  beginning  to  go  to  sleep. 

She  was  beginning  to  shut  her  eyes. 

She  was  letting  her  eyes  close  down,  with  just  a  tiny  peep  open. 

Mother  said,  "Wake  up,  Baby  Susan,  don't  you  remember  how 

hungry  you   are?      After   breakfast   you   can   sleep   and 

sleep  and  sleep." 
Baby  Susan  opened  her  eyes. 
She  blinked  a  slow  blink  with  her  eyes. 
She  wanted  to  say  "Oh  no,  Mother  —  I  haven't  forgotten  how 

hungry  I  am." 
She  wanted  to  say  "But  staying  awake  is  hard  to  do." 
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